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An Easter day in Austria lit our love,

From the wick of dark, and tallow snow, a candle

I shield against the wind with my hand.

From the spires of the years there fluttered a dove.

What unknown conjurer wove them together ?

Spinning the top of the season's weather

In circles of incandescence and the Spring's
Unutterable lilac ? Voiced and trim, the edge
Of a thousand violins iced with singing
Dances crickets through the memory. Knowledge
Breaks if ground as keen as they,
Breaks, as my heart breaks, or this day.

Spider of patience, I try to find you in a tangle
Of memories, hidden perhaps like an anemone.
I too conjure you up through the ganglia
Of nerves' fear; and, more than sick money,
Child, or science, seek through the brain's storm
Two flowers I dropped, your face and form.

Smile your lovely smile upon my impudence!

Let your white laughter of teeth see my sorrow

Tremble through the leaves of my blind fingers!

All my being is an animal in anger

And in pain, confounded by your absence.

Birds, beasts and flowers know nothing of tomorrow.

And yet, o more than bird's eye, beast'sfoot, orthe tense
Trumpet of an ear of flowers I miss you, dear one, now.

Lament

Now the bones of many are the flutes of death.
Wind pipes its laughter where the marrow was.
Its whistle is the emptiness of grief.
These splitting days pitch like a ship that is piled
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